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After preliminaries he queried: "How would you like to
go to Europe?"
"Say that again!'* I shouted back.
"We want you to go to London as assistant to Keen," said
Perry. "I called up to ask you because I know that you have
only recently married and settled down there in Cleveland.
You had better ask the better half about it. We want you to
sail from New York Saturday noon. Better be in New York
Friday evening, and we'll get your passport fixed up in Wash-
ington in plenty of time."
"Well, what about the better half?" I inquired.
"Oh, she'll go along too," said Perry. "But you'd better ask
her about it first, and I will call up again in about an hour.'9
Perry had been married for many years. He knew the proper
procedure.
I telephoned my wife. She was thrilled. I called Arnold.
That evening the furniture-storage folk got their order to
come and pack up the wedding presents, the pots and pans,
and the whole paraphernalia of the home. The cat was ac-
cepted gladly by the neighbor across the hall. We took the
midnight train for New York, and sailed at the appointed
time on the Saint "Paul, one of the first ships to run the Ger-
man submarine blockade around Great Britain.
One of the passengers on the liner was Mrs. Walter Hines
Page, returning to London to rejoin her husband, the Amer-
ican ambassador, whom I learned to know and respect. He
was one of the most able men ever sent to the Court of St.
James. The voyage was uneventful, but little did any one of
the hundred-odd passengers or members of the crew—or for
that matter, Captain F, M. Passow, a doughty old sea-dog—
realize that the submarine blockade was to result two months
hence in a sea catastrophe which would startle the world, the
sinking of the Lusitania. Moreover, how was I to forecast that

